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There had been one occasion, and only the one, on which it had still been 
there, by the time anyone from the housing association had arrived. 

She was very young, perhaps early twenties, petite, with short, blonde hair, 
and she gave her name as Shauna. Of course, Olivia should have pushed her 
for a surname, but she hadn't. 

"Oh, don't worry about that," the girl had said. "I'm the only Shauna in the 
office. It's not a common name. I've only met one other, in my lifetime." 

A week later, when Olivia was talking to someone on the out of hours 
helpline, she was informed that Shauna had left, and that she didn't appear to 
have noted anything on the files about a visit to Olivia's property. 

A month later still, and no one knew of any Shauna having worked there at 
all. "Do you have a surname at all?" was always the question, and Olivia did 
not. 

It was lime-green, a blob, of varying sizes. It would appear on the ceiling, of 
either the bathroom or living room, and it would slide along, making terrifying 
glugging noises, that made Olivia struggle for breath, and often have full-blown 
panic attacks. 

For over a year, no one but Olivia had witnessed the horrific blob. It was 
Karen, the psychiatric nurse, 


to whom Olivia was referred for her "hallucinations", who saw the thing. She 
reported back, and was taken off the job, and herself signed off as "sick". 
Shauna's visit was about a month after Karen's. 
Olivia requested that she be moved by the housing association, but she didn't 
have enough "points". And her current flat was "perfectly adequate", after all. 
Hoarding pills, on which she could potentially overdose, was all that kept 
Olivia going, but a mental health support worker discovered her supply, and 
now she is being assessed, from a "danger to self" perspective. 
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